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Buchanan video * Gator Bait* 
|rt^ #1^- Hondo Topless * Messiah Of Evil 
■ Regal Tideo * Toxic Avenger 


BIG BUCKS BURNEH 

Mister Ed, Bad Art & Velvis 

by Cecil doyle 



"Tiaie and Ed wait for no man. " Words to live by, straight from the mouth of TV's Hrst 
non-cartoon taJking horse. The cathode ray surrealism of MISTERED entered the Amer- 
ican public's psyche at just about the same point in time that I was thrust into the real 
life horrors of a public school education. Ed seemed a more Biting attention holder to a 
six-year-old than Mrs. Momingvheg. The show was consistent to the other distractions of 
entertainment that bore holes thru my soul during these formative years. (The series ran 
on CBS from 1961 thru 1965) Another weeknight escape that festered the brain in-between 
weekend double features of teenage horror and toga quickies at the cinema. The story of 
a silly little architect named Wilbur, whose talking palimino with loads more “horse sense" 
than his owner, got him into more shit because of his curious eccentricities than four 
years of prime-time could muster. After 143 episodes, the show left the air to become a 
curiosity piece of syndicated television, playing various local markets throughout the 
nation. A fondly remembered TV staple that never achieved the legendary status ofprograms 
like THE HOMETMOONERS or I LOVE LUCY. Fondly remembered; but rarely appreciated 
by the masses. 

Lately, it apears that all of that is changing. MISTER ED is on his surfboard riding on 
the crest of the latest batch of television series of yore currently experiencing a comeback 
trail of popularity. Cable channels like NICKOLODEON are piping him into our living rooms 
nightly and The Beastie Boys sing about him. This time around, he could well be on his 
way to achieveing the recognition he deserves. There's something in that old black n white 
filmed program that radiates a strangeness that today's bland, videotaped-before-a-live-au- 
dience-sitcoms could never brush upon. Maybe it's because Che alternate universe of ED 
is seen through jUs eyes (horses see in black and white . . . learned that in one episode)!! 
Other times I find myself almost wondering if Wilbur truly IS as bonkers as everyone thinks 
he is. . . perhaps the whole series is the mental interpretation of reality for Wilbur Post?ll 
In the pilot episode, after discovering his new horse lays a mean rap, Wilbur inquires why 
he was chosen to be the lone spoken-upon by this steed. Ed states it then, simply and 
with pointed stick honesty, "Don't try to (understand). It's bigger than the both of us”. 
From then on, Ed and Wilbur go thru loads of memorable experiences with Wilbur’s better 
half, Carol (Connie Hines . . . best look 'n TV wife In history): neighborhod grouch, Roger 
Addison (Larry Keating) and his compliment-abundant wife, Kay (Edna Skinner). J^emeoiBer 
Ed playing baseball with the L.A Dodgers and sliding into home base? Or driving a milk 
truck through downtown Los Angeles? Or Ed flipping his hormones over Mae West? Or 
the animated partying alien. Moko, who takes over Wilbur's body and transforms him into 
a dancing maniac? Or when Wilbur constructed that wonderfully tacky chair made out of 
Ed's old horseshoes? Or when Ed went beatnik? Experiences cherished by many of 
us.. . but particularly by one “Big Bucks " Burnett 

Big Bucks began the Mister Ed Fan Club back in 1974 when “EDmania"was but a twinkle 
in the eyes of early dei'oiees of the well-versed steed. In fact, in the beginning, it had 
nothing to do with the celebrated talking horse, other than using his namesake as the 
mock title of Burnett's off-the-wall publication. "Ed wasn t even mentioned in the magazine 
for the first six issues”, remarked Burnett to me over the phone recently. . . “and I had 
never seen the program until 1983"! Nevertheless, this haphazard chain of events have 
brought the Ed Fan Club to the attention of many. Mentions in several publications (includ- 
ing SPIN. FILM COMMENT and helping on Ed's chapter in John Javna's recent book, CULT 
TVi as well as sponsoring Dallas area events like EDSTOCK and LIVE ED, have put this 
man to the forefront of this growing phenomenon. Hiszine, THE HORSE'S MOUTH along 
with a little publicity and contacts with the "right" stars, helped spawn these occasions. 
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‘7 met Tiny Tim in 79 and approached him to appear at BDSTOCK He not only agreed 
but recorded a single with his group. The Gloomchasers, in '84 when we were Just about 
ready to finally go through mth the whole thing. Of course, this was the infamous Ed 
Theme Song available on Broken Records on colored vinyl in a picture sleeve available 
from me" says Burnett "Last summer we did LIVE ED in which Alan Young made an 
appearance ^so and he presented me with the only remaining back pair of Mr. Ed's horse- 
shoes. Only four of his left on Earth . . . two front legs are in California and his back legs 
are in Texas!" The club is currently in full swing with Edheads worldwide receiving the 
official club Journal, ED (8 pages of EDwareness) and donating money to projects like 
. EDSTAR, in hopes ofgettingourmain talkingborseasta ron Holly wood's Walk of Fame. 

} Burnett has embarked into deeper territory of bizarre media by opening his own Museum 

Of Bad Art/or MOBA). Located m a 12-by-8-foot room at 6315 Prospect Avenue in east 
Dallas, this exhibit of the absurd opened earlier this year to, I’m sure, varied response. Big 
Bucks ' latest project is a visual folly of 3-D Biblical portraits, hideously ugly furniture and 
an incredible collection of "bad” album covers (a seldom celebrated art form). "Stuff like 
EDDIE ALBERT-ONE GOD. TENNESSEE ERNIE FORD WITH THE SAN QUENTIN PRISON 
CHOIR and all forms of low-qual Junk ". This Pepto Bismol-pink-walled wonder is open to 
the public on Saturdays from 8 thru 10 (p.m. I presume). Various levels of donations are 
accepted care of the Fan Club address (James Burnett, POBox 1009. Cedar Hill, TX 75104 
USA) and fora $15 handout, recieve BAD ART DIGEST (BAD) on an occasional basis. He 
is also in the midst of organizing the first Bad Art Festival as well as an exhibit of velvet 
\ portraits of the King of Rock n Koll, simply entitled VELVIS. "It'll be held on August 16, 

I the tenth anniversary of Elvis ' moving on to an even higher stage ". I have to admire ol ' Big 
Bucks. “Bad Art is the disease . . . and I'm the purator". 

After briefly discussing the Mr. Ed series, I found out that Burnett’s persona/ favorite 
episode was the one with Clint Eastwood and that we shared a preference of that "lovable 
grouch", Roger Addison over the pushy Col. Kirkwood, as favorite next door neighbors to 
the Post household. Oh. let me not forget to remind those interested in the Fan Club that 
for a $10 niem/>ers/i/p, you will receive: a 4-i8sue subscription to ED Magazine, an 8x10 
glossy of Ed with his buddy-boy. Wilbur, membership card and an OOiciai Folded Brouchure 
with loads of information about the club. 

After hanging up the phone, I realized I had forgotten to ask Big Bucks what he thought 
about Ed having some sort of homosexual tendencies toward Wilbur. That reminds me; 
Dawn Doyle (my lovely assistant-editor wife) thinks Alan Young looks almost EXACTLY 
like Ed Wood, particularly in GLEN OR GLENDA Oh well, looks like even old television 
series have coincidental and subliminal tendencies. Shit, Cecil. What do you expect when 
vou ’re dealin ' with a snide, oninionated talking horse. 



Vidiot Pigs 



EROTIKUS . .A HISTORY OF THE GAY MOVIES, color halsted 



,An extremely well produced, excellenily written, and cleverly edited film history of gay movies Irom 
the earliest male art-pose films Tin the ISSO's, cocks were 'in' and definitely on the rise"), the films first seen in male 
houses^the gay movie as an art form, and finally the hardest of the hard-core, 
extreme rarity for a sex film, produced with obvious care and intelligence 
yet unbelievably arousing. The one gay film for heterosexuals who have never seen 
anything like this before. Highly recommenrieri as well for those who have watched many 
gay films. 54 minutes 

VHS,Be.a«,.,3 'VIIIDIE'C 
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Army Brats 

This is a bit of a rarity: an imported Gonzo comedy, now out on tape. Amy Brata appears to be of 
German origin; it has Anglicized opening credits which were supered in on video and the dubbing was 
done uncaringly, but the off'beat subject matter is such that it isn't really distracting. This is the story 
of the Gisberts, a “typically” modem family who dispise one another; in fact they spend the entire running 
time of the flick devising ways to fuck each other up. (Mom has already screwed daughter Madeline's 
boyfriend behind Maddy's and Dad’s back; could it be because the young girl likes to make it with him 
in Mom's bed? The two youngest boys call Mom a bitch and flip Dad off and fart at the dinner table, so 
he sticks them up on top of &e bookshelf. Chris, the teenage son, likes to spy on his sister through a 
hole in the wall as she gets dressed; this actress looks to be all of 16 years, and they have her flash her 
skin through the whole film). 1 normally don't like to simply spit back out a synopsis and cal! it a review 
but, since &is is a one-joke comedy, there's not much more to say, so here goes: The father is a helicopter 
pilot whose team is being grilled for World War 111, and life at home is strained by moments such as the 
kids having the front end of the family car pulled 00 and blowing up their parent's bedroom in the morning 
(it's never said what brought the family to this point, past any comment on the alienation of the modem 
household, which helps to add to the over-all bizarre nature of the flick. And it all works because they 
haven't labored the humor with dipshit Muzak or such things as that). It is after the children flood the 
house that Dad calls an all-out war against his family over dinner ohe night When the teens hear of their 
folk's plans of sending them to reform school, they take over the house, boarding up the place with 
barbed wire. The father calls in the Army; who demolish the place trying to get in (some photography in 
these scenes is colorful and “spooky”). There is one stunning moment when the boyfriend comes to 
their aid in the house and, after Madeline tries to tell him off, breaks into song as the color tints red ( II); 
the others chip in some extra dialogue in the background (“Go ool” "Go to himi”) between lyrics; it's a 
great pimp on those dipshit old musicals! (This scene abmptly cuts to a close-up of the girl's breasts, 
as the young lovers next take to the sheets.) Dad comes back with an axe as he, now crazed, hacks his 
way into their home and stalks bis kids in the dark. Who will survive?! It all comes to a weird, amusing 
end in Eiis Warner Home Video release, complete with a properly stupid written history (a la Aaericaa 
Graintii of the fates of the characters left alive. Amy Brat* is different (which always earns a film at 
least one extra notch of respect in my book), and it's real strange and amusing enough to be worth the 

price of a rental. ! 
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A LLOYD KAUFMAN/MiCHAEL HEHZ PflODUCTION 
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by g>'e9 goodsell 

"H your proiKt li $botri teanagers ivfto an pnmatunly 
aged to senility by a certain sex act and then take out their 
revenge by killing new-born Infants, describe It as a horror 
him combining thebestofCoeoon arid Back to the Future. " 


—John Waters, "How Not to Make a Movie” 
"Aging— ediat a disgusting tofdc. " 

-fiiil Landle on Steven Spielberg's segment 
In Twilight Zone, The Movie 

I *K*«i'* astounds us. Bad films astonish us— how In the hell did this thing get made without somebody teINna 

, ttwfilmakera you must be Jokingl Nlghtslallier (1979-not the vampIre-ln-Vegaa TV film that was made into the 

supernatural series l^ch^ In the mid-Seventles. This Is a hastily re-titled Independent production of which i have 
absolve y ^ Information) IS precisely that. How? What? Why? The first efiort of a junior high film class would be 
superior! Ah, but we re getting ahead of ourselves . . . 

I n courtesy of Thriller Video, a company that re-reieases such made-for-TV hits such as 

I Dan Darlt Shadows Curtis late-night video remakes of classic horror such as Frankenstein and The Portrait of 
Dorian Gray and Hanimer video productions from their British Hammer House of Horror series. Most are hosted 
by that chesty vampire Icon Elvira, with her own brand of schlock-flick wit. But there are times where even this statuesque 
ghoul matron will pass h« hosting duties on certain projects she feels too depraved and lowbrow even for her— one 
I was the infamous Make Them Die Slowiy. The other? Nightstaikarl 

I Not recommended lor persons under 10 years of agel ” the cover art Ironically warns. The presence of Aldo Rav 
I (the guy must work for a six-pack of beer for all the dreck he's In as of late-lf Cameron Mitchell Isn’t careful, he’s 
going to lose his title) and wretched box art tag this as required viewing 

..J'ltill"','*?'!™"' Him is (act, though H Is basod on things that have happanatt throughout 

the cerjturles, 120(M years ago, the queen mother of a prehistoric tribe condemns her son and daughter to eternal life 
for their attempts at same via cannibalism of children and demon worship. They are to live as such until 12000 vears 
hence, when the steller constellation has completed the rotation of the zodiac and twin wolf stars allign with the rnoon 
0 which her son must sacrifice his own virgin daughter to eternal damnation. If they succeed-eternal life If fhev 
fail— eternal damnation in her stead. ' 

'f ' M*'"""” Tte Sbsluihlng, pholography, llghling, »opa. sals, arhing, diractipn are 
a t teneath wretched. In part cular, the queen mother is portrayed by the 16-year old actress who will later plav the 
film 8 hero inel The rnake-up Is strictly the "old man” makenip kits sold In toy stores. As the film swings to modern 
day, we follow tribal son as he rejuvenates himself to youthful appearance by tearing out the entrails of still-living 
Iwnagers, to which he scarfs down red and steaming— really grossi Relocating to Hollywood, he sauces and marries 
B decrepit sister who Ifvra In an abandoned house In a park(?). Producing a 


1 moment several f^t 


ng, ^r acting, bad make-up, lousy photography, atrocious dialogue 
t to it's lack of quality immediately from it's Inspired title, one woniKrs 
Inteatine Eaters? Mean Old Star People? Deadly Sixteen Giil?l 


his landlady while lending In hla decrepit slelei whp llvet In an abandoned house In a padil?). Producing a nubile 
female daughter, destiny, rot to mention considerable gore, nudity, end sleaze ft was outraged at a scene vriiere the 
young heroine Is graphically fell up by abductors In a speeding van— where were the outraged public moralists that 
day?) compels her into a savage showdown on her sixteenth birthday. 

Every aspMt of Nightstalker is dismal. Director Lawrence D. Foldes Is so InMt we are led to brieve one girl Is 
murdered only to have it latw revealed it was another girl InsteadI Foldes has no Idea or knowledge about continuitv 
logic, or carnera placement. The aforementioned speeding van Is sent careening off a ramp exploding in a apocalyptic 

explosion with everyone suposedly killed, only to have the harrassed heroine shown In the next ir ■ *--* 

sway with nary a scraichl 

I After an Interminable display of Inept lighting, 

' (seeing as Plan 9 from Outer Space tips us to 

what the original title of this turkey was. The Inteatine Eaters? Mean Old Star People? Deadly Sixteen Giil?) 
fhts writer thrw up h s hands and exclaimed, "What Is this? A high school film project? The product of a rich younq 
hhiiaker blowing his inheritance on a horror movie project in lieu of filmng his relatives? A film made by moronic 
cniioren, a— ^ 

It suddenly hit me. Hard. 

I ' ‘ooh Inventonr the performers. With the exception of Aido Ray In a throw-away camao no 

! twenty-three. The store^jought make-up kit didn’t do too much good concealing 

the fact that over WWi of the cast was not older than twenty, or even eighte en. In many eases, when the part of an older 
! person was requir^. Foldes would economically show the back of the actor’s head In lieu of make-up. Most of the film 
»hrS! f heroines adventures with a group of pre-teen runaways, living In an abandoned house away form 
the prying hands of their parents or aduK figures. It set me to thinking ... ^ 

Was this movie the product of child fiimakers? The style Indicated that the film was deflnetiy in “naive” hands There 
are home movies that are tetter scripted and directed. It was not unlike the cinematic equivalent of the Shaqq’s 
r« *7 ** 'he crude, endearing playlets elementary school children perform in their attempts 

to halt pollution or nuclear war. Was this the actual case? ^ 

I vm.nn’ message: age Is a horror that is postponed through the mutilation and cannibalization of the 

S Inmrectly what truly bothers the fllmakers/audience: Frankenstein (1931), Germanic 

advances, Night of the Living Dead, fear of the mob. Nightmare on Elm Street, teen suicide 



Sometimes in producing a film, all you need is a title. It worked for Nicholson 
and Arkoff, and it worked for Ed Kelleher with his acid porn pic BLONDE ON A 
BUM TRIP. Raising funds for his second flick wasn't much problem either, and 
soon together with Ed Adlum (later a rock publicist and author) came the script. In 
writing it they decided on a brutal slaying every seven minutes whether it was 
warranted or not. The source of the slaughter was a band of druids snatching the 
local yokels of Jefferson Valley (actually upstate New York) and inducing their 
victims with the Fruit of Something-or-other in an attempt to perserve and revive ' 
their undead queen, but they can’t survive feeding off the blood of hicks for long. 
Their troubles are compounded by one selfish blood junkie who goes around bopping 
folks with his redplated walking cane such as a honeymooning groom in the middle 
of his shower while his bride snoozes. Another unfortunate happens to be a hand- 
some dog belonging to the daughter of the local pathologist, who's obsessed with 
a specimen of blood taken from one of the Blood Farmers stray livestock. The blood 
doesn’t dry, if multiplies. Just ask the babbling hippie janitor trying to scrub it off 
the barroom floor. When a pair of the Blood Farmers overhear him airing his sus- 
picions about the goings-on over at the Whitaker place, it isn’t long .before he’s 
yanked off his drunken feel and hauled away to have his blood draioed out of him 
through a tube stuck in his crotch. 

One of the culprits turns out to be an academic colleague of our resident 
pathologist, who allays everyone’s fears by insisting he’s merely experimenting with 
atomic bombardment. Maybe the bunch of them should move to Three Mile Island. 

The poop hits the fan when Doc and his daughter are hijacked by the neighbors 
who rejoice in discovering the latter’s fluids are just what their dormant majesty 
needs in order to wake up to life. The climatic ritual takes place amid conflicting 
shots of a blurry red tinted skyline alternating with noon time sunshine. But the day 
is saved when the doc’s best pupil and his child’s beloved, crashes the party. The 
most horrifying sight in the picture is yet to come though, never mind the detailed 
Blood Farmings done with a swimming pool pump, the beheading scene that ends 
all to abruptly, the fact that Michael Findlay, director of Adlum-Kelleher production 
of SHREIK OF THE MUTILATED contributed his talents as an editor or that this 
grisly gem is in the hands of Regal Video, described by one T. Ferrante as ’’crooks". 
What’s really revolting is the unveiling of the new family pet— a god damn sissy 
poodle! Yuch! 




I 



One thin) ujifronl: I hntw that to hhrdinid ihoot'om iip-hlo«f'tm ii|i-ie«'n 
vioicneo fotiihisti, tho notion of an Imjiattionad thumbi up to a film itarrln) an 
aping harato champ hoefeafco and that tho dirootor'o othor oroditi include the 
turold MISSING IN ACTION, tho Savin! iplattar ohittari FRIDAV THE tsth: THE 
FINAL CHAPTER and THE PROWLER (a.h.a. ROSEMARV'S KILLER) ai well at 
the Patty Hearyt Inipired A8DUCTI0H will induea a doafenlng wall of groom end 
jeon. A frigging RED DAWH rip-off they bellow. But take It from one who elept 
through RAMBO: this flick li moan. It bitei. Norrie may etar, but Richard Lynch 
as the ruthless Rostov shines. Mosquerading as a Coast Guardsman ha commands 
the maehina-gunning af a banana boat full of Cuban rafugaas and nosa candy. 
Utiliiing the latter he poses as a coka dealar and wastes no time wasting a 
pimp-pusher's bodyguards and shooting their hose In the halls, as wall as mutilating 
a whara's jiosa with a coka straw than totting her out a windaw. "Soft tpinelost 
decadents, he hisses, "They don't oven understand the nature of thair freedom or 
how we can use it against them." 

With tha aid of Nikke and hit torrorist eemmandat they annihilate suburban 
homes full of Christmas cheer, ineite)raee riots while in cop gear and bomb a 
shopping mall full af security guards too concarned with hukblo gum chewing 
brats to notiea the dirty rads right under their noses. Chuck's content to live like 
Crocodile Dundee in the Everglades until Rostov murders one of kit fellow alligator 
hunting frog eating swamp rat pals, then he gets mad and gets even. In a 
two-fisted, guntlinging, fast driving fashion ha ratcuot teroaming bimbos, tchool- 
butet full of kids, churchat full of warshippars, irate supermarkat shoppers and 
ene sassy bitch of a reporter from eatermination. Rostov's already consuming 
abtettian with hit American adversary eautet him la destart hit causa. While he 
watches TV newt coverage af kit eaploits, Chuek blankly tiaras at a TV screen 
showing EARTH vs FLVIH6 SAUCERS at the lallar wraak In our nation's capital 
until he's arrested et a vigilante. But kit ineareerallon proves It ho mere ball 
for Rostov and company. "It's lima to die." says Chuck. BOOMI 

With Tom SavinI manning tho squibs and othar massy stuff the blood flows 
while the flick titzles with slaaze and sadism. And enoa again wa have the film's 
chief asset Mr. Lynch giving a demented performance that ranks highly with hit 
portrayal of the Christ-like hermphodile spawn of ttiralarrttirialt in Larry Cohen's 
GOD TOLD ME TO, and more recently, his Janos Town survivor turned coke pirate 
in Ruggero Deodato's CUT AND RUN. Never mind AMERIKA, someone slip Gor- 
bachev a copy of this. 





BLUl TSLTST is a real grower. It la a rery msle-orlanted flla diM to the fact that !^le 
MaclAchlan la liring oat the adoleacant fantasy that noat of oa go throogh. On one aide, 
he haa the Insatiable older vonan who eatlaflea hla aerual dealres whilst he also haa 
the wholeaoae leura Dem, who suppilea the lore la hla life. This la obwloualy why I^h 
ends the flla with the rewelatlon that lyle haa been dreaming all along. This male ele- 
ment la also the reason why women are offended by the film. The abase 9C Eoasallnl's 
chareoter by the demented lopper Is disturbing bat eren more so, Is the subsequent sim- 
ilar treatnat that our supposed ■hero* dishes oat to her. 

- Brett Qerten 
Oladeswllla, iustralUa 


After three or four months of gathering comments 
for what I'd hoped to be a lengthy yet Intereetlng 
but stimultlng rapport between enthusiasts of tha 
.^^^^^ij^^lncredibla BLOS TBLTIT, we only equeeaed three or 
four of yon Into getting InrolTed, Whet we have hare le a short bat stimulating rapport 
from fallow readere who decided to share their boats' with BT with the rest of os. Many 
wrote In wishing to participate, only they hadn't exf»lanced It yet. low that BLOB TSL 
TSt haa become awallable on rldeocasaette (from brl/Loriomr) perhaps the response will 
pay off for our running eoUactlTe analysis and comparieons. Onleu a shower eommencea, 
expect this to be tha last of the BT yornms. Boy itl Kent It) Copy Itl Wiatoh It every 


day! 


Aw, fuck It] 


Probably the most orerrated, nnradloal film of the BO'si offanalTs only to Tupplesi and 
aheltered suborbanltea, this David lynch defecation ahoeked conservatives as It imds 
It's way to American mainstream theatres. Itow locky we are. 

I'm not aaylng tha film Is bad, bat radical fllma nw* this have existed aloce film waa 
invaoted and the buBlneeaman found oat how to nsrkat. It'a about time tha nlnatream 
viewing audience got a taste of e film that "rnkea you think”. Let's hope it contlnuaa 
and l ik e John Vmters said, *I want to bring aa many of iqt atranga obsessions Into the 
mainstream aa posaUils”. lopefoUy there will be no Interfarenee from Ood via Oral Roberts. 

- Christian Qore 
Royal Oak, MI 


I saw one very expensive premiere at the Copley Place Cinema, located in a ritay mil 
that has that TOVffiRIM UPSKIO ambience. The main treat advertised was the highly 
publicised appearance of one D. lynch hlsself, who merely walked op, introduced him- 
self and his film, told the audience with e smile that he'd Itka to Ulk more but that 
he was on the verge of a heart attack. )U wished everyone a good time, then left. Ten 
fuckin' bucks for that? Oood thing my glrlfrlmnd was treating) Aa for BT, there Isn't 
such If anything I could say to add to the BT experience, or adequately impart aome of 
It's wonder} though I elnoet wish It was a ocwapleta obscure place so I could get away 
plagarlalng itl It's still playing hare and will outlive the trendy adoration pseudo 
Intellsotmls and oultural mlsfita have for It. 

- David Dodge 
Marblehead, MA 


1 


1 dldn t *0 at ga^ga owr it aa I gst tha lapranlon you dU» but I atlll thonoht 
it Mt Bupuplor to nich ot what’t rqub out in tha last fan yaara. Aa i aaa It it*, 
moat notable In a ooupla of araaat j;) It eapturaa tha "tone* of tha aarly Slxiiaa 
perhaps better than any other pictia-a I can think of, and yat it doesn't resort to 
tha pretentious, haary handed "giimlcla" that many such flicks - aspeolally the onea 
that think "nosUlgU" is sufflolant in itself - do| nor do I recall it erar conliu 
rl^t out and saying when it's sat, as if that rery pronouncament is supposed to 
make us fall down and prostrate ourselTaa. Perhaps this "tone" comas across so wall 
because it is daolotad not as an "apooh obaarrad from a different epoch" but aa a 
hare and now"(7)» 2) Whan it pulls a bit of black humor, it doesn't do so in that 
ostentatious style of too many recant movies wherein you can Just see tha director 
Bitting back with an Infantlla grin on his lips saying, "ain't I something?" and it's 
one of tha few films I'vs seen that irtisn It paya homaga to past film nolp, doesn't 
snack of nothing mars than suphauiaad rippoff glean us with an abrasive sledgehammer 
designed to daaale the lapreaslonabla with the revelation that the director has seen 
some of the sama flicks aa the viewer. BLOB flLTIt venturaa into the ertlatlo without 
resorting to that rip called "artay>f artsy* . 

« Dava Saurak 

Detroit MT 



!lo shit, boys and girls,..ll'ILM TUSE 
AT is a publication with sharp teeth 
and a biting wit, A magaiine with 
gargantuan balls and an asshole to 
match. It could open your squinted 
eyes to a few things or at least 
piss you off. lep, these guys are 
the ones who printed a letter from 
John Hinckley .mentioning his con- 
tact with !k)ueaky fromme and desire 
to reach Tad Bundy before the Press 
and hie keepers blew it all out of 
proportions. Order your sample copy 
, 1 ^ 0^ he ^ sorr j ., ^ , , , , , 



The magazine that makes trendy 
people shit blood." 



FILM THREAT 
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Apparently expanded from his 15-minute short, Street Trash is the first 
feature from 24-year-old Jim Muro. i caught the show at a Midnight screening 
during API's L.A. Film Festival of March of this year (it showed after Nicoias 
(The Man Who Fell To Earth, Performance) Roeg's latest film, Casta- 
way; it’s a good one but takes the first half of the movie before it becomes 
involving. And it’s good to see Oliver Reed in a good film, giving a fine perfor- 
mance, after all these yearsi). The director was on hand to answer questions 
after the screening. 

Shot for a scant half-million dollars. Street Trash was filmed in 16mm; it 
must've been Super (Duper) 1 6mm since the image is excellent, and the flowing 
"Steadicam” work is just as impressive. Muro is a talent to watch for as it is 
obvious he knew (for the most part) how to make the film he wanted to make. 
The main trouble with his first flick, though, is the script; it’s like watching two 
movies in one. 

The feature begins and ends with the story of a case of Viper booze, which 
is discovered and distributed amongst hobos in the area. Guzzling the hooch 
causes the derelicts to melt whilst spewing multi-colored bile; then huge guts, 
heads and even breasts dissolve/blow up real good. The gore/puke on display 
is great work, and wonderfully disgusting. 

Then, the middle third of the story concerns itself with a generic Tough Cop; 
although the acting for such a flick is good throughout, this guy’s story doesn't 
really have a lot to do with the rest of the film, and there is too much dialogue 
in this portion of the feature (was this chunk filmed later and stuck into the 
middle of the shorter version?). There is also an almost-misogynistic strain 
running through the movie although, in fairness, one supposes, the vagrants 
play catch with a guy’s severed dick at one point. And the hard vulgarity through- 
out the soundtrack is a fuck you If you can’t take the joke-type attitude with I 
find refreshingly rare in film. And it Is only the more obvious attempts at humor 
which He flat on the screen (although the young actor in the tag sequence, 
which runs through the end credits, ts terrific). 

The Head Honcho hobo (named Bronson) has Vietnam flashbacks which, of 
course, are slightly ambitious for such a production. Street Trash would've 
been better with some screenplay finetuning but, in all, is definitely worth seeing 
or (one day) renting cheaply. Two years in the making, it should see moderate 
success on Midnight circuits; the all-important Sleaze Quotient makes it worth 
a look. 


Street 



To Greg Goodsell's REGAL VIDEO 
Piece of Last Issue 


The Eagal Video article waa of intereat 
as all three fllaiB tAilch Mere reviewed 
have recently been rented out by yours 
truly. 1 would like to give Mr. 3rag 
Goodsell a little nore information on 
the film, TRST. It also plays under the 
title, IRTiSIOH. FROM IWHEft SiRTI anl Is 
reviewed as such in volume /K of Donald 
C. Willis' indispensable "lorror and ' ' 
Science Fiction Films 11". ilso, Bill 
lebane is the producer and not Bill 
Rebar. Another Regal Video gen not men- 
tioned in the article is BLOOD FRSAK 
which is an early Seventies film with 
the most ridiculous monster 1 have yet 
seen. It makes the walking carpet mon- 
ster from CR&SPIN0 TSRROB and the fish 
bowl ape monster from ROBOT IIONSTSR seem 
frightening by comparison'. 

Russ Vfeissenburger 


Tell Qoodaell that Gonnar Hansen plays a 
college profesaor type at a party in TO 
DSVIL MASTER, la looks nothing 111 m you 
would expect. 

Craig Ledbetter 


60's style psychothriller than a splatter 
film and despite the promiaa, not true 
blue S&M pom. But then, that's Just 
opinion. PSICIOTROMIB SHCTCLOPSDU trashed 
it DsrcllsBSly and maybe I'm the only 
person in the world who liked it? Incident- 
ally, TROUBLE II MIID was not a collabor- 
ation with Robert Altman, but rather, a 
film Rudolph made on his own. Around here, 
TOT/ IIVASIOI OF PUOT EURTI la known 
only as lOASIOl FROM lOER EARTI and has 
become a staple of late night television 
within the last four years or thereabout. 
FANTASTIC IITASIOI OF PLAOT RARTI was the 
re-title of Arch Obeler'a J-d, THE BUBBLE 
when It was re-issued to drive-ins In 2-D. 
That's also the only title I've ever known 
it to use on local television. Research on 
something else once lad to the discovery 
of a lata '70 b Canadian obscurity titled 
TOT. I wasn't able to obtain any furthur 
information on It, though. Could it have 
Uen an a.k.a. for IITASIOI FROM IINER 
EARTI7 I've never seen DEMON LOVER but the 
Christmas Robbins Qreg mentions is the 
/ stags name of eo-dlrector Jerry Tounkins, 
whom I "think* also penned the script. "Big" 
director Donald Jackson currently has out 
on tape a turkey called ROLLERBIADE. 


NIQITMABS CIRCUS wasn't a video retitle of 
BARI OF THE MAIQD DEAD... .That waa one of 
it's several rarely used theatrical a.k.als 
others being TSRRCS CIRCD3, Just pUin BARI 
OF m DEAD and BARI OF THE LITJIO DEAD 
idiicb when compared to the script, makes no *« 
sense whatsoever. In addition, several years 
ago drive-ins around here were running an 
obscurity called simply, TIB BARI. Publicity P | 
Indicated that it belonged to the "horror" 
genre but revealed nothing else. I've found n 
no references to it in any source books and I 
I suspect it's the same thing. I personally x 
would recoDBund BARI OF TNE lAKED DEAD/IICITMARB 
CIRCUS to moat* video freaks so long as they'd 
already been forewarned that it'e more of a 


Dave Ssurek 
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